ry yg R? ar,T— .■» 
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Thirt^m^rwm 

Ifedd Ringing nettles to mine enemies; 

And when they from my bofome plucke a flower. 

Guard it l pray theewith alurking Adder, 

Whofe double tongue may with a mortall touch, 

Throw death vpon thy Soueraigncs enemies ; 

Mocke not my fenfleffe coniuration Lords ; 

This earth fiiallhaue a feeling, and thefe ftones 

Proouc armed Souldiersereher natiueKing 

Shall falter vnder foule rebellious armcs. 

Carl, Feare not my Lord, that power that made you king, 

Hath power to keepe you King infpitcofall; 

^ Thgniea nesthat neauensrCeld miift be im brac't 

A nd not ne g le<fted« Elfe hcauen would, 

And wg would notjheauens offers werefufg 

TjTe jggo^ereid mean es of fu ccours and re dretfo . 

Aum. He meanes, my Lord, that we are too remiire, 

Whilft Bullingbrooke^ through our fecuritie, 

Growes ftrong and great infubftance and in power . 

King, Difcomfortable Coofin, knowft thou not, 

That when the fearching cic of heauen is hid 

{behind the globe thatlights thelower world. 

Then thceues and robbers range abroadevnfeenc, 

1 n murthers, and in outrage bloodie hecrc* 

But when from vnder his terreftriall ball. 

He fires the proud tops of the eafterne pines, 

And darts his li ght through euery guilty hole^ 

Then murders, treafons, ahddeteftedfinnes, 

Thecloakcof night being pluckt from off their backes, 

Stand bare and naked trembling at themfelues : 

.Sowhen this thiefe, this traitour Bnllingbreohe^ 

Who all this while hath reueld in the night, 

$L WhiLftwewgre wandr ing w ith the Antipodes, 

<M - ■ 


Shall fee vs riling in our throne the EaL, 

His treafons will lit blu filing in his face. 

Notable to endurethe light of day. 

But f elfeafFrighted, trem bled at his frnnc. 

Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea, 

Can wafii the balme off from an anneynted King* 




x\nrj*n* 


Thebreath of worldly men can cannot depofc 

ThedeputyeleftedbytheLord, 

For euery man that Bt*Mngfr«oke hath preft 

wSi hclu “ (l ' U 8UI>rd ‘ thS r ' 6h '' 

Enter Salt/L r ^ — 

Km Welcome my Lordjhow farre offlics your power. 

*2. Nor neere/norfarthar off, my gracious Lord ; 

Than this wcake orme j difcomfort guides my tongue, 

Andbids mefpeakeof nothing butDelpaire, 

One day too late,l feare, my noble Lord 
Hath clouded all thy happy daies on earth, 

n ’ e " : 

1 1 

For all the Welchmen hearing thou Wert dead, 

Arc Poncto 5 «//^W^,difpera, and fled. (P^- 

Aum. Comfort, my I.iege, why lookes your Graecfo 
' Km. But now the blood of twenty thoufand men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fied : 

And till fo much blood thither come againe, 

Haue I not reafon to looke pale and dead . 2 

All foules that wiUbe fafe, flie from my fide. 

For Time hath fet a blotvpon my pride. 

A*m. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are. 

King. I had forgot my felfe. Am I^not King . 


OTi.iV- 
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Is not the Kings name twenty thou^nd narn s. 

Arme, arme.my name a puny fubiedl ftrikes 
Atthy great glory,looke notto the groun , 
Ycefauowritesof aKing,arewc not high. 

High be our thoughts, I know my Vnckle T«rke fherc. 
Hath power enough to ferue our turfite : but. who comes 
Enter Scrooge- 

Sere ope. More health and happinclTe betide my uq^ 
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